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Summary: "U-Uma!" "Yeah Tsuna?" "Wh-here ' s your h-head!" I reached up 
to feel my hand slip through open air. "Um-ma?" "I told you I'd 
forget my head one day." "Uma!" "What?" Being reborn into the KHR 
world has its up sides, sadly I received little to none of them. 
SI/FOC INSERT 


Keep Your Head 
It was going so well. 

That fateful Monday morning had started with me waking up right on 
time, feeling well rested and alert, followed by a well-done 
breakfast and pre-ironed shirt and pants waiting for me. I was out 
the door early, locking it with the key that was usually lost amongst 

the clutter of my desk. The usually crowded train station was 

peacefully quiet with only the early birds buzzing around as I 
boarded my _actually on time_ train and was able grab an empty seat. 

I settled in for the two hour ride, headphones thrumming with 

Megalomania as I leaned against the window, watching the tracks speed 

to a blur. 

I arrived at the station five minutes early, giving me more than 
enough time to pick and settle in my seat in the lecture hall for my 
next lesson. The professor walked in just as the clock struck 
seven-twenty, and proceeded to go through the lesson seamlessly. The 
class ended with the bell and no homework was assigned, leaving me 
with a free afternoon. I boarded the train and arrived home to see a 
cling-wrap covered dinner on the counter. I dropped down in front of 
the TV, a DVD of the Lion King loading as I turned up the 
audio . 

With the sound of Hakuna Matatablast ing in the living room, the smell 
and taste of curry filling my senses and the lack of light other than 
the flickering of animation, I failed to notice the window being 
forced open upstairs. 



I didn't notice the foot-steps above me, or the creak of the floor 
boards. I didn't hear the clink of my mum's perfume bottles or the 
scratch of her jewellery drawers. I didn't hear the rustle of my 
dad's tax papers or quiet whispers of the people sneaking down the 
stairs . 

**I didn't notice the heavy breathing behind me either.** 

I was unaware as the man behind me drew back and silently raised his 
weapon, my attention fixed upon the reunion between the lion and 
lioness . 

I watched as the lioness pinned her larger counterpart before 
retraction the spoon from my mouth, I glanced down at it as I felt an 
alien roughness to it, fearing I was eating from a bad spoon. 

**Then I saw him.** 

I spun around, my heart in my throat . 

Dirty faced, oily haired and crazed eyes stared down at me at an axe 
caught the light of the television. I opened my mouth to scream, the 
sound bubbling in my throat. 

He swung the axe, the blade leaving an arc of light behind it. 

**No time to screa-** 

"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh ! Waaaaaaaaahhhh ! " 

Oh, never mind then. 

"It's a girl, congratulation!" 
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S ' cuse me? 


End 
f ile . 



